Them oft lamentable Tr age die 

Now alltheferuicclrequireofthcro, 

Js that theone will Helpe to cut the other? 

Tis well Lzuinia that thou haft no hands, 

For hands to do Rome feru!ce,h but vaine. 

Lucius * Speake gentle lifter who hath roarterd thee? 
t Marcus. O that delightfull engine of her thoughts, 
That blabd them with Rich pleafing eloquence. 

Is tornefromforthtbatpretty hollow cage, 

Where like a fweet mellodiousbird it fung, 

Sweet varied notes inchauntrog euery eare. 

Lucius . Oh fay thou for her, who hath done this deede? 
<J?i/Iarc. Ohthus Ifoundher ftrayjnginthePaike, 
Seeking to hide hcrfelfe as doth the Deare 
That hath receaude fome vnrecuring wound. 

Tttus. It was roy Dearc, and he that wounded her? 
Hath hurt me more then had he kild me dead : 

For now IftandasonevponaRock, 

Inuirond with a wildernesofSea, 

Who markes the waxing tide, grow waue by wa*^ 
Expecting euer when fomeenuious furge, 

Will in his brinifh bowels fwallow him. 

This way to death my wretched fonnesare gone, 
Hcereftandsmy otherfonne,abaniftitroan, 

And j^eeremy brother weeping at my woes ? 

Butthat which glues my foule the greateft fparnej. 

Is deere Lauma, deerer then roy foule. 

Had Ibutfeenethypidurcin this plight. 

It would haue madded roe : what mall I doe, 

Nowe I bcholde thy liuely body fa* 

Thouhaftno hands to wipe away thyteares. 

Nor ton gue to tell me who hath marterd thee : 

Thy husband he is dead, and for his death _ , 

Thy brothersare con^lemnde, and deadby this. 

T-ooke Marcus, ah fonne Lucius looke on her, 
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When I did name her brothers, then frefti teare« 
Stood on her cheekes, as doth the honny dew, 
Vpona 


eathred Lillie aliuoft withered. 


(husband. 


t jMarc . Perchance fhe weepes becaufe they kild her 
Perchance becaufe fhe knoweshim innocent* 

Thus. If they did kill tby husband then be ioyfull, 
Bccaufethclaw hath tanercuengeonthem. 

No, no they Would not doe fo f oule 'a deeds, 

Witnes the forrow that their lifter makes. 

Gentle Lanina let me kifle thy lips, 

Cr make fome ligne how I may do thee cafe 5 
Shall thy good Vnde, and thy brother Lucius, 

And thou and I fit roundabout fomeFouncaine, 

Looking all downewards tobehold our cheekes 
How they are ftaind in meadowesyetnotdry, 

Withmiery flime left on them by a flood? 

Ai:d in the Fountaine fhall we gaze fo long, v 
Till iht ticlh tafte be taken from that cleerenes, „ 

And madeabrinepitwithourbitterteares ? 

Or fhall we cut Sway our hands like thine ? 

Or /hall we bite our tongues,and lndumbe ftcWS 
Paflerhe remainder of our hatefull dates ? 

What (hall we doc ? let vs that hauc our tongues 
Plot fome dci lfeoffurthrr miicry 
Tumake vs wondred at in time to come. 

Lu:s, Sw.etfatherceafe your teares, for at your griefs 
See how my wretched fifter fobs and weeps. 

Matt. Patience deerc Nee ce, good Thus drie thine eyes*- 
Titus. Ah Mat cus, Mar cus. Brother well 1 wote. 

Thy napkin cannot drinks a teare of mine, 

for thou poore man haft drownd it wt'tb thineow lie* 

Lhct. Ah my Latunia I will wipe thy' cheekes, 

7Vj<r. Mark M arcus rmtk*, 1 vndeiftandhcr Agnes,- 
Ih.e a tongue to fpe*ke, now vvouldfhe fay 

That 
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